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	1. Chapter 1

**Hey guys! This is my very first story, so please tell me what you think! **

**Chapter 1**

His small chest rose up and down. It had been three days since the battle of the Red Death, and Hiccup still hadn't woken up. Stoick watched as his son's chest rose, up and down. It almost seemed as if that was his anchor to the world. Knowing that his little boy was still alive was the only reason Stoick was living.

Stoick was full of guilt. His baby boy was like this because of him. Hiccup had lost his entire left lower leg because of him. If only he had listened to Hiccup. The memory was engraved in his head. Throwing his small son to the ground and disowning him. Seeing the small tears pool around his eyes as the laid there, broken by the only person he had left.

Stoick began to study his son's face. Never had he noticed the brown, little freckles spread out among Hiccup's checks and nose. Never had he noticed the little gap between Hiccup's front two teeth, or how perfectly shaped Hiccup's dark thin eyebrows were. He had never noticed how soft and smooth Hiccup's skin was, or how perfect his little nose was. How could he not notice how rosy Hiccup's little checks were? How could he not notice that his son still had a little baby fat in his face? He now noticed the little things. After 14 years, he now noticed the little things.

Hiccup groaned in his sleep.

"D-dad," Hiccup mumbled.

"I'm right here son," said Stoick, gently caressing Hiccup's face. His skin felt so good under Stoick hand.

"I-I'm so s-sorry. I promise I'll leave, just don't hurt Toothless."

Stoick was confused at Hiccup's words for a moment, before he finally realized: He never got the chance to tell Hiccup that he had changed his decision about disowning him.

"You and Toothless are not going anywhere. Both of you are staying right here." Stoick said, taking his giant thumb, and rubbing it over the deep, purple circles under Hiccup's eyes. When was the last time he had had a good nights sleep?

"But, y-you-"

"Yes, I disowned you. And I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for hurting you, Hiccup."

Hiccup opened his big, forest colored green eyes. Val's eyes. It was scary how close Hiccup and Val looked like each other. They both had the same eyes, same hair, same skin; Yep, it was scary all right. But, Stoick was able to sneak in a few of his traits. Hiccup had a little red in his hair, defiantly his. Hiccup was stubborn, like him, and he was a good leader, like him. But, the rest was all Val. He had her sense of humor, her sarcasm, he was creative like her, he even had the same laugh as her. That was why Stoick had pushed little Hiccup away when Val died: He reminded him of her. He couldn't even look at Hiccup, because when he looked at him, he saw Val. He regretted doing that now.

"Where's Toothless?" Asked Hiccup. First thing he asked for when he woke up was that dragon. My gods, this child.

Hiccup started to sit up, but only to be gently pushed down by Stoick.

"No, no Hiccup. You aren't allowed to leave your bed for a while. As for Toothless, he's out with all of the other dragons. After three days by your side, Astrid and all of your other friends decided that needed some fresh air." Stoick went to go run his massive hand through Hiccup's silk like reddish brown hair, but Hiccup flinched and scooted away. Stoick sighed. They would have to work on that.

Suddenly, Hiccup scrunched up his little face. He wrapped his thin arms around his torso. The pain was too much on Hiccup's small, scrawny body.

"Hiccup-"

"I'm fine." Said Hiccup. But with his right arm in a sling, his lower left leg gone, three broken ribs, and scars, burns, and bruises littering his small body, Hiccup looked far from fine.

"Are you hungry? Cold?" Asked Stoick, but his only reply was a Hiccup shaking his head no. Stoick made a mental note to feed Hiccup the next time he woke up. He hadn't eaten in days, and he looked like it too. Hiccup was way to skinny and boney to be healthy. He defiantly needed to be fattened up a bit. Stoick knew, that no matter how much food he shoved down Hiccup's throat, that he wouldn't ever become the muscular boy he used to want. But still, Hiccup was by far the skinniest child in the village. Soon, That would change.

"How's everybody else?" Asked Hiccup. He started to sit up again, but Stoick gently pushed him back down on his pillow again. Such a stubborn child. But that made Stoick smile. This child was his, and here was the proof.

"Hiccup, no getting out of bed. Your ribs can't take it yet. Everybody else is just fine. Now, why don't you get some rest?"

"Mn not tired." Stoick smiled. His stubborn little child.

Hiccup started to realize where he was: in his house, or his room to be exact. In the corner, on a chair, laid his green tunic, brown vest, green leggings, and brown boots. Hiccup looked down at what he was wearing: A cream colored tunic, similar to his. He wondered where it came from, because it defiantly wasn't his.

"Hiccup,"

"Yes?"

"It's time to go back to sleep." Said Stoick, as he pulled the covers all the way up to his chin, and then tucked them in. Stoick could see that Hiccup was having a battle with his eye lids who wanted to close but Hiccup refused to let them.

"Shhhhh, Hiccup, you're safe now." Stoick ran his massive hand through Hiccup's silky hair in a soothing motion, trying to get his little boy to fall asleep. Finally, Hiccup's eye lids won the battle, and he closed his eyes. With in minutes, Hiccup was asleep.

Watching Hiccup sleep, Stoick realized something: He needed to be more protective of his little boy. Word would get out that Berk had learned how to tame the dragons, and soon, other tribes would want to know how would come asking for 'The Dragon Conquerer'. And they might not ask nicely. They might kidnap his little Hiccup, asking for answers. Especially...Alvin and the Outcasts. Yes, Stoick defiantly needed to be more protective.

With that in mind, Stoick settled down into his chair that was parked next to Hiccup's bed, and fell asleep to the sound of his little baby boy's breathing.

**So, what do you guys think? BTW: This is not a one shot story. There will be more. Tell me what you guys want to happen in this story, and I will try to make that happen! Thanks for reading, make sure to give me lots of reviews!㈶0**


	2. Chapter 2

**Hey guys! Story I haven't written in a while. please review and tell me what you think. I own nothing.**

**Chapter 2:**

_His small body fell fast back to Earth. He was never going to make it. Hiccup fell into a giant cloud of fire and then disappeared. The Night Fury followed behind him. Hiccup was gone. _

Stoick's eyes snapped open. He had another dream again. Will those memories live with him forever? Probably. He looked over at Hiccup. _See, Stoick, nothing to worry about. He's right there. Safe and sound. _He told himself.

Stoick listened to the steady beat of Hiccup's heart. He smiled. His boy was alive. He was alive. He remember his mental note that he made earlier: make sure you feed Hiccup the next time he wakes up. He remembered what the healer had said: Make sure he gets plenty of rest, and food. Stoick went towards the kitchen to make Hiccup some soup.

Hiccup's eyes fluttered open. Why did everything hurt? He tried to move, but with 1 1/2 legs and only 1 arm, it becomes quite a challenge. He heard footsteps. Hiccup looked over and saw his father making something. It smelled really good. His father turned around from what he was doing.

"Hiccup," He breathed.

"H-hi, Dad," Hiccup croaked.

His father made his way over to Hiccup's bedside.

"How do you feel?" Asked his dad, taking his massive fingers and running them through Hiccup's soft hair.

"Fine," Hiccup lied. His father have him a stern look, but didn't pressure him. He just kept running his fingers through Hiccup's hair. Which was weird. His father never showed him any kind of affection. He went from being ignored to having his dad comfort him.

Hiccup decided to change the subject.

"What are you making?"

His dad smiled. "Are you hungry?" The truth was, Hiccup was starving. He could eat an entire yak right now, but this was his father. He never asked for anything from his father. Rest was for the weak, you got fed if you pulled your weight, so, that's why most of the time, Hiccup never ate. He had never had an adult that actually care for him, well, except Gobber. He remember that one day in the forge, when Gobber finally picked up on something:

**FLASHBACK**

"Hey, Hiccup," Gobber greeted.

"Hi," Hiccup answered quietly.

Gobber looked Hiccup up and down, noticing something different about his little apprentice.

"Hiccup, are you, eating?"

Hiccup gave him a puzzled look.

"What do you mean? Of course I eat!"

"I mean, have you been eating enough, recently?"

"That's beside the point," Hiccup said, nervously.

"That's exactly the point,"

"I just haven't been hungry,"

"Hiccup, your skin and bones, you-"

"Could we just, change the subject please?"

"Fine. Have you been sleeping well?"

Hiccup slammed his hand on the table.

"I'm fine."

"Those circles around you eyes say otherwise," Gobber pointed out.

"Gobber, what do you want me to say?"

"The truth,"

"I'm fine!"

Gobber grunted, but didn't ask anymore.

**END OF FLASHBACK **

"No, Dad, I'm not hungry," answered Hiccup.

His father frowned. "How could you not-" but Stoick was cut off mid sentence by the loud grumble that came from Hiccup's stomach.

Stoick raised an eyebrow. "You sure about that?"

A small blush crept onto Hiccup's freckled cheeks.

Stoick grabbed the bowl from the counter, and brought it over to Hiccup. Hiccup started to sit up, but Stoick gently pushed him down. He brought the spoon up to Hiccup's mouth.

"Open," he said. Hiccup looked at him, confused.

"What do you-"

"Hiccup, you are in no condition to do, well, anything. For example, eating."

Hiccup's blush got even bigger, but opened up his mouth. The broth tasted so good against his rough, scratchy throat. In just a few minuets, the bowl was empty. He didn't realized how hungry he was.

Stoick tucked Hiccup in.

"Go to sleep now Hiccup."

He gently caressed Hiccup's face. His skin was still soft as a feather. Finally, Hiccup closed his eyes and fell asleep.

Stoick gently kissed Hiccup on the forehead, and then set out to go find a certain blonde Viking. If he was going to be the protective, caring father he wanted to be, he would have to get to know Hiccup a little more. And, who else knows him better, then the great, Gobber the Belch?

**Thanks guys for reading. Please give me lots of reviews. It's my birthday on Dec. 2, so I'm expect some reviews as a birthday present. Thanks! ?**


	3. Chapter 3

**OMG! It took me so long to write this. I'm super excited for this story. BTW: I have some important school stuff coming up, so I might not be able to get a lot of writing done. Anyways, here is chapter 3. I own nothing.**

**Chapter 3**

Stoick made his way towards Gobber's blacksmith shop.

"Why, hello, Stoick! Nice to see you out and about. How is our little hero doing?"

"He's still asleep, but other than that, just fine," said Stoick.

"What is it I can do for you?" Gobber asked.

"I want to get to know my son. I have ignored him for 14 years now, I want to change. The only person who really knows him is you,"

Gobber smiled. "Sit down. There is a lot to tell about that child of yours."

Stoick sits.

"Now, the first thing you need to know about Hiccup is that he's brilliant. He is the smartest kid I have ever known, and most of his inventions do work. He's also very good with his hands. That's why he's my apprentice. He's an amazing artist, the kids got a gift. Drawing comes naturly to him. Hiccup is also way to kind. He believes in second chances, even if the person doesn't deserve it. But, he does have a good memory. If you do something to him, he'll remember it.

He's very gentle, after all he did train a Night Fury. He's a big dreamer, after all, all of those inventions he's thought up take some serious creativity. Hiccup is also very good at hiding his emotions, and never wants to come off as weak. He does love to talk, though. Only to the right people, of course. People he can trust. That's another thing about him, he doesn't trust easily."

_I noticed._ Stoick thought.

"Another thing about him is he can be very sneaky. After all, he did somehow hide a Night Fury on the island. He absolutely hates to be coddled or babied, so make sure to do that. Drives him up the wall."

"Wait, what do you mean he's sneaky?"

"Sometimes he skips meals and doesn't sleep at all sometimes. That's usually when something is bothering him. But, you have to really know the signs when he does that, because like I said, he's very good at hiding his emotions."

"What are some of the signs?"

"Well, he will usually have deep purple circles under his eyes. Also, you will notice that he gets skinnier. He also looses energy. I remembered one time when he didn't sleep or eat for three days. He passed out in the back room. Nearly gave me a heart attack."

Stoick raised his eyebrows. "Why didn't you tell me my son passed out?"

"Hiccup begged me not to tell you. He said that he already caused enough trouble in your life already, he didn't need to add to it."

"He didn't say that," Stoick said, shaking his head, "No, he couldn't have."

Gobber gave a dry chuckle. "I don't think you've noticed, but Hiccup has a low self-esteem. It doesn't help that all of the village kids gang up on him and beat him."

"They do _what!?_" Stoick raised his voice.

"The village kids used to regularly beat him up. And pretty bad too. One time, he came into the forge covered in mud with a broken wrist and a black eye. He also had a limp from where they kicked him. I really did feel bad for him, but Hiccup refused to let me fix him up. I told you, he hates being coddled."

Anger boiled inside of Stoick. "How come, I never knew?"

"Because Hiccup asked me not to tell you."

"Odin," Stoick muttered under his breath, "My poor boy."

"There's so much to tell about Hiccup." Gobber said. "The main thing is to gain his trust. He's been beaten, abandoned, forgotten, and just about everything in between. So, be gentle with him. He needs some time to recuperate."

"Thank you, Gobber." Stoick stands up, shaking hands with his best friend. "I should get back to my son, now."

As Stoick was walking out, Gobber called after him, "One more thing about him. You can tell when he's lying or nervous when he chews on his bottom lip or tucks strands of his hair behind his right ear. That should help if you ever ask him questions in the furture."

Stoick nodded and thanked Gobber once more before he walked back up to his home. As he opened up the door, he heard a noise. He ran up to Hiccup's bedroom, opened the door, and was greeted by the sight of an awake Hiccup scratching Toothless behind the ears.

"Hiccup," Stoick breathed. "How are you? Are you in pain? Do you need anything? Cold? Hungry?"

"Dad," said Hiccup, "I'm just fine."

"I'm sorry," Stoick said, walking over to Hiccup's bed. "I was just so worried about you."

Hiccup blushed, looking down. "You shouldn't be."

Stoick raised an eyebrow. "You're my only son, you fell over 1,000 feet and have been unconscious over a week, now. I should be worried."

Hoccup's blushed deepened. It was adorable. "Well, I'm fine."

Stoick cupped Hiccup's chin, forcing him to look Stoick in the eyes. "You will be. How long have you been awake?"

"Not long." Hiccup pulled away. He remembered what Gobber said. Doesn't like to show emotion and doesn't trust easily.

"Well," Stoick said, pushing Hiccup's shoulders down on the mattress and pulling the blanket up to his chin. "It's time for our little hero to get some more rest. Ok?"

Hiccup nodded sleepily. After a few minuets of Stoick running his hands through Hiccup's hair in a comforting manor, Hiccup was asleep.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.

Stoick raced down to open the door. There stood Spitlout, taking deep breaths as if he had run around the island twenty times.

"Stoick. Outcast. Ships. Spotted. Near, near, the horizon." He swolled. "They offered us a truce, though. They would leave Berk in peace, and even become our allies."

"What's the price?" Allies with the outcasts sounded tempting, since the more allies the better. But, that all came with a high cost.

"They want Hiccup. If we give him to them, they will leave in peace. If we don't, they will try to destroy Berk."

Stoick froze. They wanted his son. His only boy. The only thing left of Val. His baby boy. This could not happened. Hiccup was staying on Berk, where he belonged.

"I will not give my son up." Stoick said firmly.

Then, they heard shouting down at the docks. Fighting, curses, and the usual sounds of battle were at the docks.

"Spitlout, get all of the droops and dragons. Defend Berk. I'm going to go protect my son."

"Stoick! We need you out there!"

Stoick thought. "I'll guard up the hill, so if they come close, then I'll grab Hiccup. Alright?"

And then the battle started.

Little did Chief Stoick know that this was what Alvin was hoping. To get Stoick away from his son.

He crept in through the window. He bounded Toothless' legs and arms together so quickly the dragon didn't even know what was going on. Then, Alvin tied up Hiccup, threw him over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and madeh is escape.

Alivin had Hiccup.

**Well, that's it folks! Don't worry, I won't leave you hanging! Please review, and while your waiting for an update, just take a look at some of my other stories. * offers cookies and lemonade* **


	4. Chapter 4

**I am so sorry for leaving ya'll on the cliff hanger. I didn't have much time to write this, but I didn't want to leave ya'll with nothing. I own nothing and thanks for the reviews!**

**Chapter 4**

The battle was over. For some odd reason, the Outcasts ships had vanish a few minutes into the battle. Not that Stoick was complaining. He still felt an odd twist in his stomach as if something wasn't right.

He walked back to his home, eager to go back to Hiccup's side. He opened up the door to his house.

"Hiccup, I-"

But, he froze in his tracks. His eyes wandered to the empty bed where his only child should be laying in.

Hiccup was gone, and Toothless was tied up.

"Hiccup?" He said frantically, but there was no sound. Stoick was the only person in the house. He untied Toothless and quickly stared the search for his missing child.

He ran outside. "It's Hiccup!" He yelled, "He's been taken!"

A crowd started to gather in the Great Hall. Gobber pushed his way through the crowd.

"What happened?" Gobber asked.

"Alvin took Hiccup." Stoick said, white as a sheet. "While I was out in the fight he took him! Right underneath my nose! I found Toothless tied up!"

"Calm down, Stoick." Gobber said. "We'll get him back."

"He's my only child, Gobber." Stoick said, "I can't loose him. Not again! If only I was more protective."

"Stoick!" Gobber said, "We will get him back."

"I will go look for him!" Snotlout said, standing up.

"So will I!" Astrid said, standing along side of Snotlout.

"We will too!" The twins said.

"I-I'll go as well!" Fishlegs cried.

"Don't worry, Stoick," Gobver said, "We will get him back. We will rescue your boy."

...

I was swaying in strong arms. I knew immediately they were not my dad's. His arms were strong, yet warm and loving. I was being tossed around like a doll.

I tried to open my eyes, but all I saw was darkness. I realized I had a blindfold on around my eyes and my mouth was covered as well. My hands where tied around my back.

I whimpered as I hit wood.

The blindfold was taken off, but my view didn't get much better. I was greeted by the sneering face...of Alvin.

"Oh," he laughed, "What a precious little child. Hopefully we won't have to do too much damage to that pretty little face of yours."

'Get away from me!" I tried to say, but was muffled by the cover over my mouth.

Alvin laughed. "Oh, don't worry boy. You are going to train my dragons, and once when Stoick comes to rescue his baby," he sneered, "We'll attack. Berk will be ours by the end of the week!"

I whimpered as he placed the blindfold over my eyes.

"Set sail! For Outcast Island."

**I know, it's really, really, bad, but I didn't want to leave you hanging. Please review!**


	5. Chapter 5

**Sorry for the wait! I own nothing!**

**Chapter 5**

I was forcefully pushed into an empty cell. My body made contact with the dirt floor and I groaned in pain.

"So," Alvin said, grabbing the collar of my shirt and pulling me up, "Shall we start the dragon training now? Anytime today is fine with me."

"I will never train your dragons, Alvin." I spat. "Nothing you do will make me train them."

"Nothing?" He asked mockingly with his eyebrows raised. He turned to the two guards outside of my cell, and he said to them, "Strip him."

A sudden panic rose over me. I was grabbed as my clothes were ripped off of my body. My cream colored tunic I wore as a night shirt was ripped of or my small body! and I shivers at the lack of coverage. Alvin eyed my naked body hungrily. What was he going to do to me?

Alvin grabbed me by the hair and dragged me to a wooden post. my face was pressed into the post and my arms were chained around the post and my backside was the only thing showing.

"You will train my dragons," Alvin said, "even if it's the last thin you do."

And with a horrifying _CRACK! _The whip came down upon me.

* * *

><p>"Oh, Gobber, what am I going to do?" Stoick paced nervously across the wooden floor of his home.<p>

"I need to get my child back, but I need a plan. I can't just barge in and take Hiccup, no there will be guards, and oh Gobber I can only imagine what Alvin is doing to my poor boy!"

"Soick, calm down." The blonde viking said, "We'll get your boy back. Hiccup is strong, he'll make it."

"But Gobber, he's in such poor condition. There is no way he can protect himself, he can't even walk! And he's so little and weak, and so fragile! Well, you know how he is! He's like a baby, my baby, and if I don't get him back there will be hell to pay. Oh, it's all my fault! What would Val say? Once I get my hands on Alvin I'll-"

"STOICK!" Gobber shouted. Stoick was going into something called mother-bear-overprotective-touch-my-baby-I'll-kill-you mode. Which isn't as great as it sounds.

"We need to create a plan."

Stoick took a deep breath and sat down.

"Alright."

* * *

><p>"TWENTY!"<p>

_CRACK!_

"TWENTY-ONE!"

_CRACK!_

"TWENTY-TWO!"

_CRACK!_

"TWENTY-THREE!"

_CRACK!_

"TWENTY-FOUR!"

_CRACK!_

"TWENTY-FIVE!"

_CRACK!_

I sobbed and screamed as the whip made contact on my already bruised and broken body. The pain was unbearable. I could feel hot, sticky blood trail down my back, down my legs, and onto the floor.

"So, Hiccup? Dragon training? When should we start?"

I gritted my teeth. _I will not give in. I will not give in. _"I will never train your dragons, Alvin!"

Alvin roared and punched me in the head. It made my vision go hazy and I felt like passing out.

"You're a stubborn one, I'll give you that."

There was silence, and then Alvin yelled, "Maybe after 30 more lashes you'll change your mind."

**I AM SO SORRY FOR THE LONG WAIT AND I KNOW IT'S SHORT BUT I NEVER GIVE UP ON MY STORIES. NEVER. I LOVE YOU ALL PLEASE REVIEW!**


End file.
